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Enforcing the code of silence 


ON THE very evening that Sen- 
ate staffers went to Chicago, 
Moonev was killed. It was a 
beautiful night for a murder. The 
air was thick and hot and still. 

The killer made his way along 
one side of the bungalow in the 
quiet Oak Park suburb where 
Mooney lived and went down 
the concrete steps to the base- 
ment below. He felt the .22 tar- 

§ et pistol against his waist, hid- 
en beneath his belt 

But he had nothing to fear, 
nothing to hide. He and his 
intended victims were friends. 
The familiar smell of cigar 
smoke mingled with sausage and 
garlic hit him as he opened the 
heavy steel door. Mooney 
showed not the slightest inkling 
of fear as he fried some fat Ital- 
ian sausages. 

The killer stepped up behind 
his friend. He pulled the gun — a 
six-inch silencer over its nose — 
from its hiding place. Pressing it 
against Mooney's skull he pulled 
the trigger. 

A sharp crack rang out and his 
victim lurched forward, then 
back again, falling face up on the 
floor. The killer stood over Moo- 
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ney, a man he’d known for 30 
years and watched as he fought 
tor air, gurgling in his own 
blood. And then he placed the 
gun into the gaping, blue-lipped 
mouth and fired again. He 
shoved the gun under Mooney’s 
chin and lodged five more bullets 
into what was left of a brain. 

His job accomplished, the 
killer walked calmly out of the 
door Into the summer night air. 
And vanished. 

Two days later Chuck 
attended his brother’s wake. 
Hundreds of reporters, curious 


onlookers and cops attended, 
lending a carnival atmosphere to 
an otherwise sombre affair. 
“Where’s the respect?” muttered 
Chuck angrily. 

Chuck took a deep breath, 
stepped up to the casket and 
looked down at the waxen face 
— heavily reconstructed. It 
hadn’t been the Outfit that 
wanted his brother dead, but 
some far more powerful ally that 
would have feared his testimony 
before the Senate Committee. 

Chuck believed his brother 
would have met this new inquiry 


as he’d met hearings before: by 
saying nothing of consequence. 

Mooney would never have 
revealed nis vast knowledge of 
covert CIA operations, or any of 
the thousands of skeletons bur- 
led in the Outfit closet. The code 
of Omerta ran too strongly 
through his Sicilian veins. It was 
his code of honour. 

But to those unaware of his 
ethic, the spectre of Giancana 
testifying was a threat of mon- 
strous proportions. 

Most of those involved in the 
1963 assassination of President 
Kennedy have been murdered. 
Some have committed suicide or 
spent their final days in prison, 
others still linger behind bars. 

There are some men, however, 
if we are to believe Mooney’s 
tales, who’ve prospered and 
remained free. Amassing power 
from careers deeply rooted in 
the CIA, these men have reached 
America’s loftiest positions. 
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